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Witter Bynner and Kiang Kang-hu 

MOUNT CHUNG-NAN 

The Great One's height near the City of Heaven 
Joins a thousand mountains to the corner of the sea. 
Clouds, when I look back, close behind me; 
Mists, when I enter them, are gone. 
A central peak divides the wilds 
And weather into many valleys. . . . 
Needing a place to spend the night, 
I call to a wood-cutter over the river. 

A VIEW OF THE HAN RIVER 

With its three Hsiang branches it reaches Ch'u border 

And with nine streams touches the gateway of Ching: 

This river runs beyond heaven and earth, 

Where the color of mountains both is and is not. 

The dwellings of men seem floating along 

On ripples of the distant sky. . . . 

O Hsiang-yang, how your beautiful days 

Make drunken my old mountain-heart! 

IN MY LODGE AT WANG-CH'uAN 
AFTER A LONG RAIN 

The woods have stored the rain, and slow comes the smoke 
As rice is cooked on faggots and carried to the fields; 
Over the quiet marshland flies a white egret, 
And mango-birds are singing in the full summer trees. 
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